COLONEL BRAMBLE

Et mon paternel amour,
Indulgent donne toujours
Un soupir a tes defaites,
Un sourire a tes conquetes.1

I sowed this poor grain hopelessly at die time when LudendorfF
was attacking in Champagne. The harvest and the victory came
with equal speed. Because this slender volume appeared at a time
of anguish, because it directed a melancholy humour on our woes,
because it opened the door to hope, because it portrayed our allies
sympathetically, iis success was immediate. From this circumstance
I draw no argument in favour of its literary merit. But it is a fact
that the little pile of copies at the bookstore in Abbeville, which
remained open despite the bombs, melted away like .snow in the sun.
The bookseller had at first ordered ten, then twenty-five, then a
hundred. All of them went. At the end often days Grasset wrote
me that it was the same in Paris, that he had been surprised and was
caught unprepared by the sale, and that he was ordering a new
printing of five thousand. Then it was ten thousand, then twenty
thousand, then fifty thousand. The game was won.

More important to me than the numbers of my readers was the
quality of the criticisms. My first reviews were delightful. Since I
was completely unknown I had no enemies, I irritated no one and I
could be praised withour reservation. I was an officer in the army
and this further entitled me to everyone's kindness. But above all
there was in France, and there still is, a real generosity in the Repub-
lic of Letters which prompts men of established reputation to help
new writers. Abel Hermant, Daniel Halevy, Pierre Mille and Lucien
Descaves, who did not know me at all, spoke of Les Silences
with a warmth that touched me. Anatole France wrote me (or
rather caused to be written to me) an amiable letter in which he

1 O book, while I was writing you I loved you like a child. Like a child, O book,
you leave me now to go out into the world.

Henceforth I relinquish you, my friend, to strange abodes and uncertain fortunes,
but you will remain my son.

And my paternal love, ever indulgent, will vouchsafe a sigh at your defeats, a smile
at your triumphs.
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